BARBARIAN STORIES

One day at the beginning of winter, Sveneld walked
across the terrace of the river tower, knocking aside
the dry sunflower stalks and white tufts of ungrazed
grass heads. He stood by the parapet wall, looking
down at the water. The river curved towards him
here, but further along he could see the spit of land
with the boat-sheds where the slave-girls went down
to fill their" jars in summer/ There was nothing there
now but two goats, Yuri, the landless man from
Marob, followed him out of the castle. They looked
at one another for a time without speaking; the op-
pression of winter and the closing darkness lay on
both of them. Then Yuri said: 'Do you know what I
would do if I were you, Sveneld the Varang?'

Sveneld said: 'No.'

Yuri said: 'If I were you, Sveneld the Varang, I
would not wait any longer, for now it is winter and
the Prince will not come back this year, nor will he
hear any tidings from here until after the ice has
come and gone.'

Sveneld held on to the parapet wall and said: 'What
would you have me do?'

Yuri said: 'Here are your Varangs, and the town
guards do not hate you, at least not those at the gates.
You should say there is news that Prince Bracislav of
the Talking Bow is dead, and take possession. You
should be Konung of White Walls/

Sveneld said: 'What good would that do me? I see
nothing but hurt in it, Yuri the Landless, besides the
pledging of my word to Prince Bracislav!'
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